The Mug
     I remember the day it came to me. 
     I had just graduated from high school a week ago and I was glad to have taken this next crucial step towards the ‘real’ world. But there was something amiss. It was a typically hot night in Jakarta, the capital city of my country. I call it ‘my’ country because this land has been my home for the past 18 of the 19 years of my life (not including the occasional trips to the Unites States, my parent’s country, every two or three years.) I would be going there soon. I’d be going to America to enroll in the higher education system of the richest nation in the world. I should have considered myself lucky to have this opportunity to expand my mind and enjoy the comfort and luxury the American lifestyle promised. I didn’t feel lucky. I was leaving my beloved family behind and leaving my home. I wasn’t leaving my immediate biological family, but my adopted family; the aunts, uncles, and cousins of my missionary family that had known and loved me all my life. 
     I still remember when we parted. It was a night rather like the night in Jakarta except much cooler. It was at the mountain resort where we, the “M’s” (missionaries) and “MK’s” (missionary’s kids) of the South East Asia regional branch of the International Mission Board, met annually for fellowship and prayer. I had just walked out of the big conference room of the hotel where among smiles and tears, the many members of my family honored those who would be leaving the loving arm of the mission and heading into the unknown; those who would be heading to America. There were three of us. As I stood in line with my fellow graduates, each of them came by one by one. Each of my beloved mission aunts, uncles, and cousins came by to hug us, shake our hands, and to say good bye. I didn’t want to leave. But I had to and now here I was, on this hot night in Jakarta, at this department store, searching for something that would last even after its physical form had vanished from the Earth.
     The walls and shelves of the room were decked with every kind of silver thing; walls and shelves displayed bracelets, rings, figurines, dishes, sculptures, and all sorts of framed art. I approached the counter for I had found what I was looking for. I placed the mug in front of the cashier and asked for the price. It was made of Bonka tin, a metal mined along the coast of my home island of Sumatra and made into beautiful, internationally renowned decorative items of all kinds. The mug had a silver sheen unlike any other tin; tin that shone as brightly as any silver.

     The mug now stands elegantly upon my desk in my college dorm room as elegantly as it stood those many months ago, in Indonesia, on that department store shelf. Its rim rises from the smooth, tree stump-like base and tapers inward slightly towards the top. Its sides are covered with many interlocking cell shaped grooves that scatter the light across its surface, causing my reflection in it to appear as if seen through a wet window during a thundershower. Emblazoned on the mug’s side is a map of my country. I can see the silver islands sit in a gray sea. I remember when I used to be there on those shining islands. As the mug stands where it is on my desk I can hear its utter silence as clearly as a thunder clap. I can also hear something else in it. I can hear memories; the times when I walked the streets and lived among the native people of Indonesia. I can hear the treks through the jungle and the journeys to the tops of volcanoes and mountain ranges. I can hear the laughter and antics of my friends, my mission family. Yes, this mug is more precious than silver.
     I use the mug as a pencil holder now; it’s more of an ornament than a drinking vessel these days. This mug not only contains pencils, but also memories, this simple tin mug. Long after I die, the memories will still be contained in this mug, written upon its surface until this physical world disappears. The memories will also be with me after I die so they will never really fade. I believe we have memories in heaven. The memories aren’t physically there, on the mug, but there’s more to this universe than just the physical. Whenever you look at a particular object, remember that it holds somebody’s memories; if they be old or new, they are still there.
